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He knew he was expressing himself lamely and badly, in fact
childishly; but all he could do was to go on hurting her soft,
formless, school-girl fingers in his muscular grip.
Her own mind was so benumbed, that the discourse between
them, as the dark, hushed afternoon of Easter Monday wore on,
would have seemed to any eavesdropper as incoherent as the talk
of a couple of inmates in that State Asylum so much dreaded by
Mad Bet.
"It's not that Fm considering Christ simply as an ordinary
man," affirmed Sam in a high-pitched dialectical tone. 4Tm con-
sidering him as a God. But I'm considering Him as a God .among
Other Gods. I'm considering Him as a God who is against the
cruelty of the great Creator-God. What has given me such an ex-
traordinary feeling of happiness these last days is the idea that
ever since Christ was tortured to death by the Romans to please
the Jews there has been a secret company of disciples who have
believed in His methods of fighting the cruel Creator-God . . .
these methods of His . . . simple and yet very hard to catch the
drift of ... till you get ... a sudden illumination . . . like
Saint Paul . . . only mine came to me on Silver Street, at the
bottom of the drive, where you can see the elms over the
wall . . ."
"Let go my hand, you're hurting me." Up wei.t her fingers to
her sulky red mouth when he released her. He had certainly left
them bloodless.
She began to feel hungry. "I wish," she thought, "I could just
run into the kitchen and put the kettle on without hurting his
feelings. How queer men are. He has already completely forgot-
ten that I've made him a father."
"I don't believe in the Church, Nell," Sam went on, "like Father
does. I don't believe in the Creed at all. But I believe in the Mass;
what in our Church we call the Sacrament; I believe as it says
in Latin, Verbum caro factum est, the Word was made Flesh."
"I think I'll put the kettle on," she murmured, without realis-
ing the irony of these last words so apparently unrelated in his
mind to the "word-made-flesh" in herself! She had grown so
hungry and had come to long so desperately for a cup of tea
that when he came to utter the word "Creed" it was on the